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Flake  and  Petal 


Heliotrope 

YOUR  lovers  are  the  butterflies 
An  aimless  crew  who  grope 
With  one  long  feeler  thrust  into 
Your  heart,  O  heliotrope  ! 

A  shiftless  flock  of  floury  white 
Who  flutter,  fall  and  swoon 
And  fill  the  air  with  drifting  fluff 
Like  dandelions  in  June. 

Drab  outcasts  come  in  reds  and  greys, 
With  freckled  underwings, 
Unsuitable  for  happy  trysts — 

Much  more  like  mourning  things. 

One  lover  comes  in  black  and  gold; 

But  his  fine  raiment  pales 
Before  two  bucks  quite  overdressed 
For  noon  in  swallow  tails. 

Black  gauze  with  little  spots  of  gold, 
And  one  deep  orange  eye, 

And  in  the  lining  shades  of  blue 
Like  daybreak  in  July. 

Sweet  heliotrope  !  you  suffer  all 
Who  will  to  come  and  feed 
Upon  your  beauty  or  your  core 
Of  fragrance.  Those  in  need 
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Of  nectar  or  the  vision  of 
Your  own  deep  purple  hue, 

To  fill  an  insect  or  the  eye 
Of  man,  may  come  to  you. 

Your  purple  has  the  twilight  tone 
Of  some  lost  music’s  strain, 

Beyond  the  scale  of  pipe  or  string, 
The  heart  has  found  again  : 

Your  perfume  has  the  mystery— 
Faint,  dear,  suggestive,  sweet, 

Of  swift,  tense,  unrecorded  words 
Breathed  low  when  lovers  meet. 

Deep  under  night’s  disordered  stars 
I  come,  as  do  the  blind, 

Feeling  my  way  by  fragrances, 
Strewn  by  you,  so  I  find, 

A  path  within  the  lifeless  air, 

An  aromatic  way, 

That  leads  my  footsteps  to  the  bed 
Where  you  dream  night  away. 

And  as  you  lie  asleep,  unmoved 
By  me,  who  bend  above, 

Like  some  dead  beauty  too  beloved 
To  come  to  life  to  love, 

Flower  and  foliage  immersed 
In  darkness,  yet  I  know 

Your  spell,  as  in  the  years  when  first 
I  loved  you  long  ago  ! 
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May  Weather 


TWO  showers,  and  then  a  burst  of  light, 
And  then  three  warm  young  showers  ! 
The  grass  creeps  green  across  my  sight, 
There’s  stirring  in  the  flowers  ! 

The  tulip  rolls  his  curling  sleeves  : 

Swift  crystals  bead  and  run 
Down  leaded  panes  of  little  leaves 
Translucent  in  the  sun  ! 


Joy  to  this  world  of  light  and  rain 
With  cloud  and  colour  tossed 
About  us  !  Love  may  find  again 
The  springtime  love  had  lost. 

The  minstrel  birds  have  pitched  their  camps 
Where  the  early  buds  gleam  red, 

The  frogs  sing  high  in  the  roadside  swamps 
Where  the  beaten  snow  lies  dead  ! 


O  come  you  !  for  the  violets 
Are  battling  in  the  moss  : 

The  wild  sun  laughs  and  toils  and  sweats 
In  sunshowers.  From  across 
The  deep  fields  to  the  pillowed  hills 
That  wake  in  green  and  blue, 

There  is  a  song  of  joy  that  fills 
The  whole  wide  world  with  you  1 
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Miss  Mowat’s  Garden,  St.  Andrews 

1911 


IT’S  June.  Beneath  the  apple  tree 
The  sweet  sunshine  devours 
The  mist  dissolved  :  the  breathing  sea 
Sends  its  narcotics  up  to  me 
To  mingle  with  old  fashioned  flowers. 


The  old  seat  creaks  beneath  my  weight, 
The  apple  blossoms  drop  in  slow 
Reluctant  spirals.  How  I  hate 
A  noisy  flower.  These  are  sedate 
Curtesying  downward  as  they  go. 


The  bees  have  kicked  them  off,  no  doubt, 
While  ravishing  the  yellow  heart. 

Bees  are  so  rough,  they  go  about 
Their  pollen  pilfering  all  without 
A  thought  of  petals  pried  apart. 


Save  for  the  rude  and  noisy  bees 
It’s  quiet  here,  and  one  may  drowse, 
Shut  from  the  world  by  lilac  trees, 

— The  graceful  Persians.  If  you  please 
Observe  the  woodbine  on  the  house. 
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A  thing  of  delicate  colour.  See  ! 

Cream,  honey,  shading  into  buff. 

A  nested  humming-bird  would  be 
A  proper  guest.  I  think  that  she 
Would  find  a  tendril  slim  enough. 

The  summer  house, — a  stout  old  vine 
Holds  rotting  lattice  clasped.  (A  child 
Could  break  the  lath.)  While  columbine 
Springs  till  the  roots  of  it  entwine, 
Forget-me-not  that  grew  up  wild. 


Stray  buttercups  enamelled  gold 
Glint  aimlessly.  And  up  above 
The  baby  chipmunks  growing  bold 
From  shading  branches  leap  and  scold 
Friends  in  the  next  door  neighbour’s  grove. 


Below,  the  quiet  gardeners  dig 
Round  ancient  trees,  with  branches  stuffed, 
With  nests  in  fork  and  hole  and  twig, 
Where  elm  and  maple  branching  big 
Hang  over  drifts  of  candytuft. 


And  ever,  swiftly,  to  and  fro, 

Drive  shadow-silent  and  unheard, 
Sane  birds  that  seem  almost  to  know 
And  leave  the  sweet  deep  silence  so. 
— What  a  good  comrade  is  a  bird  ! 
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Ten  Mile  Walk  in  Winter 

“It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air,” — “Hamlet” 

THE  frost  with  stern  fingers 
Grips  ear,  cheek,  and  nose, 

And  tears  a  clear  channel 
To  lungs  wound  in  flannel. 

Hurrah  !  for  the  blood  like  a  chorus  of  singers 
Crying  out  from  the  cheeks, 

That  sulked  flaccid  for  weeks, 

Of  life  re-awakened 
And  vigour  that  goes 
With  a  spring  and  a  crunch 
From  the  head  to  the  toes  ! 

Facing  Westward 

Mile  seven.  Like  a  prism 
That  big  cloud  has  divided 
The  gold  of  the  sun,  making  change 
Into  violet  and  green, 

Pink  and  ultramarine  .  .  . 

0,  the  joy  !  for  these  eyes  has  his  lordship  decided 
To  squander  in  largess  the  crust  of  the  snows, 

As  a  plutocrat  throws 

His  small  change  to  the  rabble, 

He  floods  it  with  rose 
Turning  mauve  at  the  crest, 

Dying  down  in  deep  blue, 

Where  the  fence  shadows  fall  1 
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Ah  !  who  can  be  lonely  where  colour  prevails 
Through  a  trellis  of  trees  with  a  dado  of  rails, 

Where  each  second  that  passes 
Purveys  something  new 

For  the  snow  that  has  swallowed  the  tops  of  the  grasses  ! 

He  dines  off  diaphanous  ices  whose  hues 

Like  the  offal  of  opals,  gleam,  falter,  and  blaze; 

He  has  sherbets  of  amber,  and  ices  of  rose 
Washed  down  in  a  tankard  of  flame,  as  we  gaze 
At  a  banquet  half  finished  in  purples  and  blues 
As  the  laughing  sun  goes, 

To  his  hole  in  the  wall  ! 

Open  Country.  Facing  Northwest 

Mile  eight.  Hark  we  have  it  !  a  symphony  here  : 

- — A  healthy  pedestrian  steaming  along, 

A  riotous  sky  that  is  clamouring  near 

Whose  note  makes  the  snow  drift  break  out  into  song  ! 

Just  a  stave  for  the  eye  of  the  stout  passerby. 

No  hint  of  the  noxiously  delicate  ditty 

From  the  pen  of  some  Slav  who  is  green  with  neurosis. 

Ah  !  no,  when  the  spirit  of  winter  composes 

His  primitive  joy  is  too  fierce  for  the  city  ! 

To  the  southern  born  worm, 

There  is  panic  and  death 
In  the  teeth  of  his  storm 
And  the  bite  of  his  breath  ! 

He  sings  for  the  forest, — the  wood  that  is  wild, 

The  moose  and  the  fox,  and  the  northerner’s  child, 

Or  the  soul  of  a  youth  brave  with  visions  of  love, 

Who  can  gaze  at  the  sky,  barren  snowplain,  bare  tree, 


[IS] 


Take  the  air  to  his  blood,  and  in  everything  see 
The  beauty  of  being  and  living  whereof 
Herself  is  a  part  !  0,  for  joy  without  price  ! 

With  the  lithe  limb  of  life  that  has  leapt  past  regret 
To  the  clouds.  Even  here  now  life’s  song  rings  from  ice 
Where  the  tongue  of  a  cloud  with  a  rose  flame  has  set 
The  lip  of  a  drift  all  aflame  like  a  mouth 
Born  to  carol  the  north  and  the  triumph  of  youth  ! 

Entering  a  Pine  Forest.  Facing  North 

Come,  pause  !  Like  the  nave  of  a  fabulous  church 
The  pines  in  an  avenue  bend  and  conspire  : 

The  drifts  through  the  stems  seem  to  march  from  the 
porch, 

A-chanting  a  hymn  like  the  wraith  of  a  choir. 

— “Who  would  doubt  or  despond  ? 

0,  you  wayfarer  !  forth 

With  your  heels  to  the  south  and  your  face  to  the  north  ! 
Under  frost,  there  is  fire. 

Though  the  drifts  of  her  bosom  seem  cold,  look  beyond 
Where  the  Pole-star  is  drowned  in  Aurora’s  desire. 
With  the  sweet  flame  that  touches  a  second  and  goes, 
There’s  a  heart  ’neath  the  ice  of  the  breast  of  the  snows  !” 
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New  Wedgwood  Sweet  Pea 


I  HAVE  a  picture  of  her  there, 

—The  full  sun  burning  in  her  hair, 
Against  a  sky-blue  ground  that  spread 
And  deepened  in  a  sweep  of  sea 
Behind  her,  as  she  raised  her  head, 

To  smell  your  cluster  of  sweet  pea. 


Your  Wedgwood  blue,  with  tendrils  curled 
Feeling  for  space  beyond  the  world, 
With  four  bright  blossoms  to  the  stem, 
Hung  over  her  as  lovers  would. 

I  stood  beside  and  envied  them, 

For  I  would  do  it,  if  I  could. 


Tower  over  her,  most  beautiful  ! 

Make  her  look  up  to  me,  to  pull 
My  kisses  downward  to  her  chin  ! 

O  Wedgwood  with  your  seven  feet 
You  stoop  to  brush  the  threads  that  spin, 
A  crown  where  fire  and  amber  meet. 


Unsatisfied  !  with  tendrils  curled 
Beyond  her  head,  beyond  the  world, 

You  reach  up  higher  above  the  net 
Of  wiry  mesh  that  marks  your  place, 
As  if  you  knew  not  fate  had  set 

Before  your  birth,  your  span  in  space  ’ 
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How  high  we  venture  something  mars 
Our  joy.  With  hands  among  the  stars, 
What  human  creature  is  not  fond 
Of  reaching  fingers  farther  on 
Into  the  black  unplumbed,  beyond 
The  radiance  of  the  furthest  sun  ! 

O  brave  blue  blossom  have  and  do 
The  things  that  all  men  envy  you  : 

■ — To  kiss  some  golden  woman’s  head 
Who  passes  you  and  find  it  sweet  ! 

For  we  who  cleave  to  earth  instead 
May  only  lie  about  her  feet. 

I  have  a  picture  of  her  there, 

The  full  sun  burning  in  her  hair, 

While  that  proud  head  passed  gravely  on 
Between  the  garden  and  the  sea, 
Oblivious  of  the  passionate  sun, 

Beyond  the  reach  and  touch  of  me  ! 
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The  Orchestra  Leader 


IN  MEMORIAM - LORENZO  VALENTINE 

THE  orchestra  leader, — the  first  violin, 

Beats  time  with  his  head  as  he  sways, 

Wagging  it  sideways  and  digging  his  chin 
Into  the  score, — as  he  hums,  as  he  plays  ! 

The  orchestra  leader, — he  has  a  bright  eye. 

— A  foreign  black  eye  with  a  smile. 

What  ho  !  for  a  Latin  when  love  dances  by 
As  it  does  every  once  in  a  while  ! 

O,  love  passes  everyone  all  the  day  long 
In  avenue,  alley  and  park, 

And  most  people  miss  it  in  jostling  the  throng. 

- — Not  he.  He  can  see  in  the  dark. 

He  plays,  and  he  finds  them.  He  watches  them  dance, 
He  bows  like  a  genius  inspired  : 

For  love  is  contagious  if  love  has  a  chance  ! 

— The  cat-gut  and  horse  hair  are  fired, 

Till  the  violin  sobs,  or  the  saxaphone  sings  : 

— (Imagine  1 — a  saxaphone’s  song  ! 

A  seraph  in  flight  on  a  grasshopper’s  wings  !) 

And  the  ’cello  goes  moaning  along. 
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O,  the  orchestra  leader  is  nodding  his  head, 

He  is  wrenching  the  rhythm  from  the  air, 

With  an  eye  on  the  lovers  who  float,  glide  and  tread 
To  his  tune.  Do  they  hear  ?  Do  they  care  ? 

The  Charleston  ?  Ah  !  no,  not  a  negro  conceit, 
He’ll  have  none  of  it.  Never  !  that’s  flat. 

— St.  Vitus’s  puzzle  for  Africa’s  feet  ! 

— No  true  love  could  flourish  on  that  ! 

But  something  that  sings  to  the  heart  and  the  heart 
As  they  touch,  almost  touch,  one  might  say  ! 

— The  waltz  and  the  foxtrot  are  not  far  apart 
And  the  onestep  is  good  in  its  way. 

It  is  late,  it  is  late.  And  the  lovers  have  gone. 

And  the  commonplace  churn  like  a  sea. 

— If  love  goes  to  bed  at  a  quarter  past  one, 

Why  should  dullness  be  humoured  till  three  ? 

If  the  lovers  have  left,  it  is  time  that  we  stop, 

Though  the  rabble  are  shouting  “Encore  !” 

So  he  nods  and  gesticulates,  shouts  at  the  top 
Of  his  lungs, — “No  !  No  !  Basta  !  No  more  !” 
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Handel’s  Largo 

WHEN  I  am  dead,  cremate  me  ....  ’Tis  my  will. 
Then  take  the  ashes  where  the  snowdrops  fill 
Half  the  spare  space  between  the  stem  and  stem 
Of  maples.  Where  the  rotted  leaves  fell  best, 

Lily  of  the  Valley  fast  abed  with  them. 

Among  the  roots  of  these,  there  let  me  rest. 

And  in  some  spring  noon  bring  a  ’cello  player 
Fingering  an  air  that  once  was  dear  to  her. 

Take  Handel’s  Largo  :  that  will  serve  the  turn. 

So  all  small  cold  unmated  birds  may  sit 
In  the  low  branches  where  the  red  buds  burn 
Towards  the  full  flower  of  life  made  exquisite, 

Warmed  by  the  music.  Till  the  bell  unborn 
Dreams  of  high  glory  in  some  vibrant  morn, 

When  what  was  bone  or  brawn  or  brain  of  me 
May  humbly  help  a  snowdrop  into  flower 
Or  valley  lily’s  loveliness  to  be 
A  sign  my  heart  at  last  has  had  its  hour  ! 

The  small  cold  birds  unwanted  on  each  limb 
Shall  know  the  sun  and  hear  the  soundless  hymn 
Chimed  by  the  bells  of  lilies,  where  I  hide 
Transmuted  and  transformed.  And  far  above 
May  they  find  mates,  and  nests — and  O,  beside, 

May  she  who  had  and  lost  it  yet  find  love  ! 
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December  Impression 

THROUGH  misted  pasture  lands  we  go, 
Fenced  with  the  bones  of  summer’s  dead, 
Lean  stubble  ridges  stained  with  snow, 
Blurred  grey-white  woods  that  chanted  red 
In  gay  October.  Ah  !  you  know 
The  tune  and  word  they  sang  and  said  ! 

Love  to  the  last  !  But  who  may  dam 
Time’s  rapids  in  the  flow  of  days, 

Whereon  love  floats  unheeding,  calm 
Into  the  great  deep,  where  always 
It  seeks  a  voice  to  say,  “I  am 
Immortal,  as  the  poet  says  !” 

Simple  December  !  With  thy  mist 
Snow,  wind  and  ice-breath  from  the  north, 
Hold  fast  the  stubble  in  thy  fist 
Till  barren  brown  in  green  leaps  forth, 

And  love  returns  to  life  that  kissed 
Death’s  lips  to  know  what  love  was  worth  ! 
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General  Jacqueminot  Rose 

THE  dawn  has  drawn  the  awning 
Of  gold  and  pink  and  grey  : 
The  morning-glory  yawning 
Unwraps  to  meet  the  day  : 

Down  in  a  sleepless  garden 
Where  only  roses  grow, 

The  dew  is  on  the  mushroom 
And  on  the  Jacqueminot  ! 

The  weeping  birch  is  swaying 
To  laughter  in  the  breeze, 

At  what  the  birds  are  saying 
Among  the  chestnut  trees. 

The  convict  weed  is  straining 
Earth’s  prison  cell  to  show 
His  felon  face  among  the  babes 
Of  General  Jacqueminot  ! 

From  some  far  fields  the  calling 
Of  cows  against  the  morn  : 

Dewed  cobwebs,  dripping,  falling 
Apart  on  hide  and  horn  .... 

At  sunrise  and  through  dayspring, 
May  all  true  lovers  go, 

Where  files  of  roses  stand  at  ease 
By  General  Jacqueminot  ! 
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Let  lovers  lean  and  linger 
Beside  this  flower  of  love, 

And  touch  with  lip  or  finger 
The  coaxing  crimson  of 
The  pulsing  bud  or  blossom 
Newborn  in  joy  to  know 
That  life  is  red  and  love  is  sweet 
To  General  Jacqueminot  ! 

O,  who  was  this  dead  hero — 

This  general  ? — who  knows  ? 

His  deeds  would  total  zero 
But  for  this  little  rose  ! 

His  medals,  stars  and  ribbons 
Have  perished  in  a  row, 

Yet  chance  has  tossed  eternal  fame 
To  General  Jacqueminot  ! 
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Song  of  a  Bubble 


A  FRAGMENT  of  foam, 

Child  of  salt  water  and  wind, 

When  they  travailed  and  moaned  in  their  loves, 
Thinking  not  I  would  result, 

On  the  face  of  an  infinite  ocean, 

A  bubble  am  I  ! 


Fragile,  O,  fragile, 

This  child  of  the  water  and  wind, 

Trembling  for  life  on  the  ominous  breast 
Of  my  mother,  deep-heaving  and  vast. 

Shall  I  endure  while  the  sun 
Laughing  upon  me  so  pitiful, 

Darting  upon  me  in  merry  contempt, 

Makes  me  a  jewel  that  sparkles  and  dances  and  burns, 
Fit  for  the  breast  of  the  loveliest, 

Going  to  waste  in  the  void  of  the  sea. 

Or  shall  I  flash 

Swelled  with  my  beauty,  and  proud  of  my  exquisite  rays, 
Back  into  nothing  again, 

Back  whence  by  chance  I  have  come. 
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— Waif  of  the  water  and  wind, 

No  one  to  notice  or  care 
Whether  I  glitter  or  die  ! 

Only  a  bubble  am  I. 

Yet  I  would  live  for  a  little, 

Live  on  as  long  as  I  can  : 

Life  is  so  vacant  and  sweet  ! 
Mayhap  our  souls  are  immortal, 

So  when  we  pass  we  are  cast, 

Down  in  the  deep  dish  of  heaven, 
Changed  into  stars  to  illumine, 
Glowing  forever,  and  ever. 

Blow  not  upon  my  frail  form, 

Black  and  uncouth,  O  my  father  ! 
Rock  not  too  roughly  my  body, 

O,  my  tumultuous  mother  ! 

Soothe  me  and  hold  me  awhile, 

Let  me  lie  languidly  here, 
Twinkling  a  space  in  the  sun  ! 

What  though  the  sun  may  despise. 
Is  he  not  father  of  light  ? 

Light  that  we  bubbles  desire, 

More  than  the  frivolous  moth  ! 

So  we  may  frolic  and  dance  : 

Light,  we  would  barter  for  life  ! 

So  we  may  glimmer  and  gleam 
Until  we  shatter  and  burst. 
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But  when  the  sun  has  gone  down 
Under  the  world  in  the  west, 

When  the  great  darkness  approaches, 
Mother,  O  mother  !  be  kind  .... 
Nurse  me  and  cherish  thy  child  : 

I  will  be  silent  and  still, 

Lest  I  should  melt  in  the  darkness, 
Out  of  thy  bosom  forever, 

Silently  into  the  darkness. 
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For  a  Singer 


YOUR  throat  of  throbbing  melody, 

Your  vital  breast,  your  eyes  that  long. 
Your  mouth  !  O  flower  incredible 
Alive  with  crimson  song  ! 


Who  sees  and  hears  shall  touch  the  earth 
And  sky,  your  garment’s  hem  to  kiss  : 
Until  some  passing  man  shall  learn 

That  throat  and  eyes  and  mouth  are  his. 


What  happens  ?  Songbird,  take  to  flight 
Ere  autumn  flays  the  wavering  tree  : 
Sing  south  in  melody  and  light. 

— The  lip  may  kiss  but  the  soul  is  free  ! 
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Nasturtium 

I  KNEW  a  madman,  once.  The  sum 
Of  his  desires  just  seemed  to  be, 

To  sow  and  grow  nasturtium 
In  acres  by  the  sneering  sea. 

Though  he  was  mad  he  seemed  so  wise, 
(For  this  is  wisdom,  I  suppose), 

— He  knew  enough  to  feed  his  eyes, 

And  let  his  mind  range  as  it  chose. 

Old  men  who  carry  covert  scars 

On  breast  or  heart, — they  like  to  walk 
Beneath  the  chorus  of  the  stars 
To  hear  the  silent  planets  talk  : 

They  like,  when  day  is  nearly  done 
To  hoe  and  sow  beneath  the  sky  : 

A  pinch  of  seed, — a  touch  of  sun, — 

And  beauty  looks  them  in  the  eye  ! 

My  madman, — bless  his  honest  soul, 

Was  one  of  these.  His  ego  sat 
Serene  as  syrup  in  a  bowl, 

Somnolent  as  a  family  cat, 

Until  his  madness  seized  him,  so 

He  ranged  the  foreshores  without  shame 
To  make  the  desert  places  glow 

With  beauty,  scarlet,  gold  and  flame. 

1 
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Life  has  its  ugliness.  The  end 
Thereof  is  often  simple  greed. 

Instead  of  any  dubious  friend, 

Give  me  one  small  petunia  seed 
And  let  me  warm  it  in  the  loam 

And  watch  it  germinate  and  grow  : 

And  where  it  blooms  I  have  a  home, 

And  one  true  friend  at  least,  I  know. 

Friendship  is  doubtful  :  love  is  frail  : 

The  sages  sigh,  and  each  depends 
On  what  squint  squall  inflates  the  sail 
That  draws  or  drives  our  loves  or  friends. 
But  here  I  have  my  columbines, 

Like  young  canaries  on  the  wing, 

And  here  my  honeysuckle  twines 
Could  I  desire  a  truer  thing  ? 

Sunflower  and  centaurea  stand 

And  coax  my  eye  the  livelong  day. 

Their  touch  is  like  a  friendly  hand. 

They  are  my  comrades.  Brave  and  gay 
Snapdragon  makes  a  crimson  face 

Or  holds  its  gold-hinged  lemon  gates 
To  call  the  wild  bee  to  the  place 

Where  pollen  lurks  and  honey  waits. 

At  times  the  eyes  of  friends  grow  dull  : 

Even  the  touch  of  true  love  bores  : 

The  flowers  are  always  worshipful 
Beside  the  lintels  of  the  doors 
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That  trap  our  lives.  The  gallant  sky 
In  one  blue  fist  holds  air  and  light, 
And  all  his  fiery  pennants  fly, 

Against  the  cowering  threat  of  night  ! 

Bravo  !  my  madman  by  the  sea  ! 

By  what  odd  fancy  stealing  some 
Flame  patches  from  pent  fires  that  be 
Released  as  each  nasturtium 
Breaks  into  radiance.  Let  him  rave 
And  thou,  O  sea,  sneer  with  the  sane 
His  soul  has  something  I  would  have 
If  I  too  must  go  mad  to  gain  ! 
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Intoxication 


AH,  yes  !  the  first  touch  of  her  lip, 
It  comes  to  me  again. 

The  plunging  sea,  the  dancing  ship 
Drowned  in  the  happy  rain. 


Until  a  rainbow  flared  upon 
The  east, — a  peacock’s  tail 
Of  light  ....  and  soon  we  lost  the  sun 
Beyond  the  starboard  rail. 


A  joyous  moon  rolled  overhead  : 

Clouds  somersaulted  by  : 

A  swarm  of  stars  sprang  up  and  sped 
Across  a  flowery  sky  ! 
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Blue  Salvia 

{Salvia  Patens ) 

MY  mistress  with  her  scissors 

Comes  down  the  garden  way 
She  walks  among  the  sunbeams 
To  call  on  me  to-day. 

The  morning  light  has  left  me 
One  dying  drop  of  dew 
For  her.  You  see  she  loves  me 
Because  I  am  so  blue. 

And  now  her  head  is  stooping  : 

I  feel  the  scissors  bite  : 

I  find  my  stem  surrounded 

By  something  warm  and  white, 

That  is  her  hand,  caressing. 

No  wonder  I  prefer 
Her  touch  to  sun  and  rain  and  feel 
It  joy  to  die  for  her. 

O  garden  life’s  a  burden 
If  beauty’s  just  a  seed 
In  embryo  :  and  duty 

Is  just  to  bloom  and  breed. 

But  duty,  who  would  heed  it, 

To  lose  a  second  of 
The  only  earthly  pleasure, 

A  lucky  hour  of  love  ! 
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She  says,  “My  friend,  come  with  me, 
I  feel  that  I  need  you, 

I’m  lonely,  you  will  help  me 
Because  you  are  so  blue.” 

My  mistress  has  a  lover, 

— A  sailor.  It  may  be 
When  she  is  looking  in  my  face 
She’s  thinking  of  the  sea. 

The  sea,  dead  calm  at  midday 
Beneath  the  handsome  sun 
Looks  like  me, — so  they  tell  me, — 
Royal  blue  !  It’s  rather  fun 
To  listen  to  the  people 
Who  pass  and  talk  of  me  ! 

I  think  that  many  ladies 
Have  lovers  out  at  sea  ! 

I’m  on  the  special  table 
She  keeps  to  sew  and  write. 

I  hear  her  swift  pen  flying 

Through  half  the  star-swept  night. 
And  when  she  gives  up  writing, 

And  stops  to  dream  or  read, 

She  says,  “It’s  better  far  to  die 
Than  fade  and  go  to  seed  !” 
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Insomnia 


THE  noises  from  the  troubled  street 
Die  out  :  dies  out  the  swarming  park 
The  hours  go  by  on  padded  feet 
Like  wild  beasts  in  the  dark. 


And  this  I  have  from  loneliness, 
Now  loneliness  has  had  its  way  : 

I  watch  the  harmless  moments  pass 
As  they  were  beasts  of  prey. 


The  lamp  black  hours  are  ravening  beasts 
Unfed.  Their  hungriness  devours 
The  remnants  of  the  passionate  feasts 
I  left  in  luckier  hours. 
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Delphine 

THERE  is  love  that  loses,  and  love  that  wins 
And  the  limpid  love  of  the  saint  serene  : 
There  is  love  that  pants  in  passionate  sins 
To  perish  in  flames,  Delphine  : 

Or  blossom  and  bear  what  true  love  bears 
From  its  great  sweet  flower,  O  child  of  chance  ! 
Who  must  look  on  life,  with  its  mesh  of  cares, 

And  folly  and  fate  and  circumstance  ! 

And  yet,  had  they  loved  in  a  futile  way, 

How  bitterly  barren  that  love  had  been  ! 

They  kissed  you  forth  for  a  golden  day 
To  be  real  to  them  both,  Delphine. 

Like  a  whiff  of  myrrh  is  the  soul. 

And  yours,  Delphine,  was  not  other  than  this. 

It  was  all  made  up  of  the  bud  of  a  kiss 
That  burst  in  a  sigh  or  two.  The  whole 
Brief  span  of  their  loves  was  an  hour  between 
Midnight  and  dawn.  It  was  thus,  Delphine  : 

On  a  harvest  night  ere  the  moon  had  set 
Full-blown  in  the  sky,  and  red  as  Mars, 

The  hand  of  fate  with  a  butterfly  net 
Caught  you  straying  among  the  stars. 

You  went  to  sleep,  and  as  sleepers  should 
Waked  :  in  a  world  gone  mad  with  pain 
And  war  :  and  you  looked  :  and  it  was  not  good 
And  your  eyelids  fluttered  to  sleep  again. 
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d  now  while  the  west  trails  angel  grey 
the  blue  that  fades  in  a  blush  of  pink 
ou  come  to  one  at  the  close  of  day. 
e  is  your  father.  Now,  what  do  you  think 
the  life  love  gave,  and  the  life  fate  stole  : 
your  stars  forsaken,  for  earth  unseen, 
the  swift  sweet  second  that  caught  your  soul, 
d  set  it  again,  awing,  Delphine  ? 
s  is  your  mother.  Ask  her  of  love  : 

;t  your  grave  eyes  on  the  heart  of  her, 
a  beam  from  the  Virgin’s  halo  above 
r  eyes  grow  tearful  and  tenderer, 
wed  to  the  ground  by  that  robe  whose  hem 
wrought  from  the  stuff  of  the  sky’s  own  blue, 
Amen  together  :  take  note  of  them 
.d  the  prayer  of  the  one  for  the  soul  of  you. 

:  •  is  well,  Delphine  !  O,  I  grant  you  this, 
you  scorned  our  world,  it  was  only  right, 
he  butterfly  freed  from  the  chrysalis 
ist  beat  its  wings  ere  it  takes  to  flight, 
you  folded  yours.  Life  is  too  crude 
the  soul  with  the  star-sheen  still  unshed, 
exquisite  waif  !  in  the  solitude 
kind  to  the  woman  !  You  withered, 

'flue  flower  of  her  heart’s  desire  !  The  lover, 
his  father  of  yours,  Delphine,  he  ought 
o  be  saner  and  sadder  for  you.  Moreover 
he  search  the  crypts  of  the  skies  of  spring, 

’  his  wavering  torch,  in  your  own  sweet  blue, 
maps,  when  the  parted  clouds  take  wing 
xe  may  find  the  place  they  have  hidden  you. 
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So  you  came  :  you  went.  After  all,  I  think 
You  were  needed  much  by  them  both,  Delphine  : 

A  third  fair  soul  just  to  make  a  link 
They  could  not  detach  :  just  to  tug  between 
Their  hearts  when  distance  and  war  divide 
Their  lives.  You  come  on  the  sleepless  night  : 

You  crush  a  sigh  from  the  woman’s  side  : 

You  hover  before  the  man’s  blind  sight. 

They  cry  for  truth  !  But,  to  whom  is  given 
To  know  all  love  and  all  death  may  mean  : 

Or  whitheraway  in  the  blue  of  heaven 
Abides  the  soul  that  they  name  “Delphine”  ? 

When  the  soft  fleece  gathers  about  the  west, 

To  catch  the  colours  that  dye  the  bed 

Where  the  sun  nods  deep,  ’neath  the  black  hill  crest, 

And  the  tide  of  day  ebbs  overhead, — 

Ah  !  then  in  a  flash  of  angel  grey, 

From  your  own  blue  house  with  its  sills  of  pink, 

You  light  the  last  of  the  darkening  day 
And  give  new  grip  to  their  hands,  I  think. 

Come,  dear,  lean  over  the  coral  edge 

Of  your  turquoise  house  :  look  on  them  both  ! 

On  him  :  could  he  have  a  stronger  pledge 
Of  the  love  that  flashed  in  a  fitful  troth  ? 

On  her  :  Delphine  !  you,  her  soul’s  own  child, 
Mother  of  yours,  whose  eyes  entreat 
You,  with  your  white  soul  undefiled, 

Laying  her  heart’s  dust  at  your  feet  ! 
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A  Lonely  Woman 

WHY  have  you  taken  a  part  ? 

I  would  have  given  the  whole 
Why  have  you  left  me  my  heart 
And  taken  my  soul  : 

Taken  my  soul  ? 

Ah  !  but  your  love  is  strange. 

Set  my  soul  utterly  free  : 

Take  back  your  own, — exchange  ! 

O  give  her  to  me  : 

Give  her  to  me  ! 

It  is  too  hard  to  live 
Always  and  ever  apart. 

Love  means  to  take  and  to  give 
Soul,  body  and  heart  : 

Ah  !  body  and  heart  ! 

You  may  live  singly,  only  a  man; 

I  cannot  do  it,  I  own, 

I  am  a  woman  :  what  woman  can 
Be  always  alone  : 

Always  alone  ! 
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In  February 

FROM  lilac  east  to  orange  west, 

The  earth  is  quiet,  the  earth  is  white, 

And  a  half  moon  hangs  in  a  peacock  light 
That  is  all  too  pale  for  the  eye  in  quest 
Of  stars.  It  is  eve,  but  it  is  not  night. 

As  blue  as  steel,  and  as  keen,  I  feel 

The  slice  of  the  lance  of  the  errant  frost, 

As  he  swoops  from  the  depths.  He  is  lost  !  He  is  lost 
But  I  caught  his  breath.  Will  the  air  reveal 
Him  hid  by  the  moonbeams  he  loves  most  ? 

I  like  to  fancy  a  mischievous  sprite 

As  children  do,  that  scurries  and  twines 
On  invisible  spars,  like  garden  vines, 

And  nips  our  ears  with  a  white  soft  bite 
And  troubles  the  marrow  in  our  spines. 

But  a  friendly  soul  I  take  to  be 

The  being  who  sweeps  the  sullied  air, 

And  gives  us  perfumes  and  draughts,  I  swear 
That  are  sweeter  than  flowers  and  wines.  So  he 
May  nibble  an  ear  for  food. — That’s  fair. 
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The  Spinning  Song  of  Schubert 

THERE’S  a  room — I  don’t  know  where — 
And  a  man  I  never  saw, 

Off  in  the  dingy  shadow, 

With  perfume  in  his  hair. 

Ah,  ah  !  my  small  professor, 

For  an  instant  be  inspired 
And  coax  the  grand  piano 
Till  it  sings  in  unison 
With  this  woman  re-creating  life 
In  the  rind  of  a  long  dead  song. 

In  the  stuffy  outer  room 
I  crouch  in  a  creaky  chair, 

In  darkness,  as  she  sings, 

Sings  in  the  golden  light 
Of  a  beam  of  noon  that  breaks 
Through  a  rent  in  the  tattered  blind, 

And  strikes  upon  her  face, 

Transfiguring  the  singer 
While  the  pianist  grows  dimmer 

And  the  listener  is  lost. 

***** 

It  seems  that  Schubert,  in  his  soul, 

Conceived  this  thing,  where  rhythm  on  rhythm 
Rolled  undulating  from  his  brain, 

Passed  into  wavering  spheres  of  sound, 
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And  in  the  midst  of  melody 
It  must  have  been  this  woman’s  voice 
He  heard,  full  blown  in  flagrant  joy, 
Triumphing  in  confession, 

As  she  spins,  as  she  spins 
The  accompaniment  whirrs, 

And  the  voice  strikes  the  swell  of  the  notes. 

- — There’s  a  sway,  and  a  swing, 

As  they  rise,  as  they  rise, 

Of  a  body  that  lives 
As  they  dip  and  they  rise, 

In  the  air,  to  the  earth. 

— She  is  singing  the  truth  ! 

As  she  spins,  as  she  spins, 

And  exultantly  cries 
Not  in  words,  but  in  voice, 

With  a  passion  that  calls 
Like  a  bird,  to  a  mate, 

To  a  mate,  to  a  mate  .... 

As  she  spins,  as  she  spins 
The  accompaniment  fades. 

—She  is  singing  the  truth  ! 

As  she  spins,  as  she  spins, 

And  the  voice  of  her  passion  absorbs  the  piano, 
As  it  tinkles  and  whirrs,  as  it  tinkles  and  whirrs, 
Like  a  bell  in  a  dream. 

Fading  down,  dying  out, 

Till  the  music  is  lost, 

And  the  voice  at  its  strength 
Passes  out,  and  I  see 
But  a  woman  confessed 
In  a  ray  of  the  sun, 
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As  she  sings,  as  she  sways, 

Or  seeming  to  sway 
With  the  rhythm  of  the  air, 

She  rises,  she  glides 
On  a  smooth  melody  ; 

Through  a  turbulent  bar. 

Yet  motionless  ever, 

Erect,  carolling. 

It  is  a  picture  in  the  nude 
Of  primitive  desire; 

A  thing  of  life  tone-coloured 
Madder  and  crimson  and  flame, 
Breathing  of  warmth  and  crying 
Out  into  space  while  the  thread  is  spun 
In  the  frankness  of  innocent  instinct. 

There’s  a  room, — I  don’t  know  where, 
Let  me  see, — the  silence  staggers 
With  the  last  thin  over-tones. 

There’s  a  plaster  bust  of  Schubert 
In  the  corner  with  the  cobwebs. 

Time  is  vanquished,  O  Immortal  ! 

And  these  fervent  notes  of  passion 
That  have  set  the  dust  vibrating 
Through  the  passage  of  the  years 
Leave  you  undisturbed  and  smiling 
Like  an  idol  enigmatic 
With  a  voice  that  is  eternal, 

On  a  universal  theme  ! 
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The  Marguerite 

YOUR  parting  kiss  :  the  words  you  said, — 
Not  these  I  found  as  sweet 
As  that  one  flower  dropped  on  my  bed, 

A  single  Marguerite. 

A  free  wild  flower  of  white  and  gold. 

— The  white  is  meant  for  me, 

Still  white  to  you  who  have  and  hold 
My  heart,  once  wild  and  free. 

The  gold  ?  Our  love.  It  seems  to  you 
Still  gold  ?  No  golden  ring 
Could  bind  our  love  more  fast  and  true, 

Nor  any  message  bring, 

A  sweeter  symbol  than  you  bore 
Of  what  we  gave  and  took. 

O  love,  you  could  not  tell  me  more 
Though  you  should  write  a  book  ! 
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Ski  Maiden 


WHEN  all  the  world  is  worlds  away 
I  range  the  lean  and  silent  slopes, 

I  lay  aside  this  single  day 
Life’s  wages,  loves  and  hopes  ! 

There’s  freedom  in  the  fiery  air 

From  love  I  longed  for  ;  men  I  won  .  .  .  . 

O  let  the  snowflake  kiss  my  hair, 

— My  lover  is  the  sun  ! 

Youth  !  It  is  mine  !  Across  the  hills 

The  winter  shadow  lures  along 

The  waste  of  woods  and  lakes  and  rills. 

— My  heart  goes  mad  in  song  ! 

Only  to  live  and  breathe  and  be 
Exalted  !  Then  the  world  may  keep 
Its  grimy  prizes.  Give  to  me 
Joy,  weariness,  and  sleep  ! 
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Night  Reverie 

IN  the  great  darkness  that  comes  just  before 
Morning  rides  victor  from  the  eastern  shore, 
As  I  lie  wakeful,  while  the  shadows  pass 
Over  my  memory,  I  can  hear  again, 

Soft  as  the  language  of  the  early  rain 
Whispering  its  message  to  the  willing  grass, 

— Your  voice  ! 

When  the  dawn  surges  like  a  conquering  storm 
Over  night’s  wall,  I  think  I  see  a  form, 
Standing  transfigured  in  a  golden  mist, 

Stark  with  red  life  and  vibrant  with  the  love 
Of  it  :  great  eyes  and  lips  that  seem  to  move 
Cool  and  unscorched,  by  any  flame  unkissed, 

— Your  lips  ! 

When  the  sweet  stars  are  scattered  on  the  sky 
And  the  last  lights  in  little  houses  die 
And  the  slow  darkness  with  kind  hands  disarms 
Doubt  of  its  weapons  :  softening  modesty, 

So  that  you  sigh,  and  sighing  come  to  be 
Something  to  cherish  in  a  husband’s  arms, 
—Your  self  ! 
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A  Rowan  Tree  in  October 


DARK  princess,  thou,  beside  my  door 

Lithe,  swarthy-skinned,  whence  came 
thy  grace 

And  poise  ?  From  some  lost  life  before  ? 
Incarnate,  I  would  see  thy  face. 

In  some  Egyptian  temple’s  hall 

Where  Thoth  and  Isis  still  maintain 
Their  godhood  gazing  from  the  wall, 

And  grim  Anubis  grins  again. 

Carnelian  clusters  at  each  ear 

Thy  berries  are  :  green  garlands  bind 
Thy  brows  :  and  through  the  air  I  hear 
Strange  dancing  music  in  the  wind, 

Plucked  back  again  on  ancient  strings, 

Where  altars  blaze  and  incense  curls 
Through  lotus  columns.  Ah  !  it  brings 
A  vision  of  dead  dancing  girls. 

Cow-headed  Hathor,  Sekhmet,  Bast, 

Amon  and  Ptah  are  at  my  gate  ! 

And  rhythmic  footsteps  stilled  at  last 
Before  Osiris  shrined  in  state. 
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Some  such  thou  wert,  O  swarthy  one. 

A  slave,  a  concubine — a  Queen  ? 

When  the  dust’s  last  death-dance  is  done 
What  matters  what  we  may  have  been  ? 
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Time 


“And  time  shall  flee  away 
Flee  away  always.” 

D' Annunzio — “ Francesca  di  Rimini .” 


THE  sad  Samaritana  sighs 

To  this  lugubrious  sentiment, 
And  states  a  problem  that  defies 
The  very  most  intelligent. 

Dead  tomes  rise  up  in  learned  grime 
To  argue  on  the  fate  of  Time. 


Whence  did  he  come,  when  did  he  start, 
Where  will  he  finish  ?  Let  him  run  ! 

The  high  gods  gave  us  lip  and  heart, 

And  deep  blue  night  from  sun  to  sun. 

Why  worry  ?  But  to  make  a  rhyme 
One  picks  a  subject.  Why  not  “Time”  ? 


Consider  him,  sirs,  if  you  please, 

A  moment.  And  let  me  remark 
Mankind  had  noticed  that  he  flees 
Before  the  days  when  Noah’s  Ark 
Had  sailed  the  flood,  or  sunk  in  slime, 
The  human  race  had  noticed  Time. 
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Mankind  had  noticed  on  the  road 
Time  flies.  The  thing  appealed  to  them. 
While  Einstein’s  forebears  still  abode 
Somewhere  around  Jerusalem — 

With  Abraham  still  in  his  prime  : 

Observant  men  had  noticed  Time. 

He  flees  behind  the  heels  of  dawn, 

Or  pants  across  the  face  of  noon, 

Or  through  green  twilight  falls  upon 
The  wildcat  mewing  out  of  tune  ; 

’Mid  leaves  of  maple,  ash  or  lime, 

He  fears  thy  fleeing  face,  O  Time  ! 

And  where  the  couch  of  love  is  lined 
With  leaf  of  rose  and  roses’  spray, 

With  hearts  entranced  and  limbs  entwined 
The  tireless  lovers  dread  the  day  : 

And  curse  the  hours  from  chime  to  chime 
That  mark  the  fleeting  strides  of  time. 

0  Time,  accursed  of  poet  pen 
Merely  because  you  flee  and  flee, 

Till  William  Shakespeare,  of  all  men 
Hurls  harsh  and  bitter  words  at  thee  ! 

Lays  at  thy  door  all  woe  and  crime 
And  faithlessness  and  tears,  0  Time  ! 

And  in  the  end  where  will  he  go, 

When  all  the  worlds  in  burning  mist 
Drift  aimless  as  spent  sighs  that  blow 
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From  weary  lips  of  mouths  that  kissed. 
All  passion’s  heights  that  seemed  sublime 
Are  levelled  in  thy  path,  O  Time  ! 

O  Time,  O  friendless  fugitive, 

O  Flying  Dutchman  of  the  void, 

When  all  is  past  still  shalt  thou  live 
Survivor  of  the  stars  destroyed  ! 

Still  fleeing,  fleeing.  Stay — for  I’m 
Too  dull  to  follow  further,  Time  ! 
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A  Departing  Train 

NOW  take  trains. — There  is  an  instance 
Of  the  episodes  that  let 
Middle  age  look  in  the  mirror 
At  the  wrinkles  of  regret. 

They  are  moving  out  of  stations 
Every  hour  of  every  day, 

Marking  time,  and  taking  people 
Always  off,  away,  away. 

I  have  watched  them  by  the  thousand 
Steaming  out,  without  a  sigh. 

Why  should  this  one  make  a  difference  ? 

Here  I  stand  and  wonder  why. 

I  have  known  a  lot  of  kisses 

Of  good-bye.  Now,  why  should  this 
Of  a  million  be  regretted  ? 

It  was  only  just  a  kiss, 

As  she  caught  the  moving  carriage 
And  I  watched  the  starting  train. 

— O,  the  best  kiss  was  the  last  kiss 
That  will  never  come  again  ! 
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Bocabec 

New  Brunswick 

OHERE  is  a  shady  hills1’ de,  love, 

And  here  is  an  old  oak  tree, 

On  a  curve  of  the  neck  of  Bocabec 
In  the  blue  arms  of  the  sea  ! 

Goldenrod  tiny  and  stout  and  tall 
Threads  like  a  golden  chain, 

Where  turquoise  Michaelmas  daisies  fall 
To  be  caught  in  the  links  again. 

And  the  red  road  wavers  and  curves  and  winds 
Where  the  low  cliffs  wrinkle  afar, 

And  its  sinuous  rosy  footstep  finds 
All  the  odd  little  coves  that  are. 

And  we  on  the  shady  hillside,  love, 

How  better  could  lovers  be  ? 

Alone  on  the  neck  of  Bocabec 
In  the  blue  arms  of  the  sea  ! 
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Barberry  in  December 

“There  cherries  grow  that  none  may  buy 
Till  ‘cherry  ripe’  themselves  do  cry.” 

- — Thomas  Campian  (Circ.  1612) 

DEAD  poets  sang  of  the  lips  of  cherry 
Dewy  and  yielding,  ripe  and  red  ! 

But  0,  for  the  beaded  bare  barberry 
When  stem  has  withered  and  leaf  is  dead  ! 

The  lips  of  June  and  of  youth  are  very 
Prone  to  appeal  and  allure,  I  know. 

The  carmine  rose  and  the  gleaming  cherry 
Sufficed  for  poets  of  long  ago. 

But  we  look  past  these  and  the  commonplaces 
Of  beauty  scattered  and  colour  placed 
In  the  flowers  and  weeds  and  human  faces. 

We  seek  a  sign  in  the  winter  waste  1 

Barberry  bitten  of  frost,  you  glow, 

In  the  black  wire  tangle  of  twigs  beneath. 
Never  the  mouth  of  a  woman  shall  know 
The  live  vermilion  that  is  your  death  ! 

And  the  snow  prevails  till  your  beads  lie  clear 
Red  and  defiant  across  the  crust, 

Like  the  last  stout  cry  of  a  vanquished  year 
Whose  voice  is  smothered  in  white  snow  dust  ! 
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So  sing  if  you  will  of  the  lips  of  cherry, 
Young  and  convincing  and  sweet  and  red 
But  give  me  the  brave,  bold,  bare  barberry 
When  stem  has  withered  and  leaf  is  dead 
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Impression  of  Notre  Dame,  Montreal 

FOREVER  and  forever 

I  shall  love  the  bitter  month — 

This  month  of  January  1 
The  sun-cruel  days  that  never 
Ungrip  their  frozen  hands  : 

Whose  gay  winds  never  vary 
Their  glacial  tinkling  themes, 

With  hints  of  summertime 
And  June  and  flowered  dreams 
Across  these  deep,  white  northern  lands 
Upon  whose  ways  and  roads 
Pass  muffled  crowds,  and  loads 
Drawn  by  strong,  steaming  horses 
Whose  hides  are  white  with  rime. 

Here’s  the  Place  d’Armes  .... 

The  church,  the  square, 

The  bank,  with  buildings  like  an  arm 
Encircling.  Everywhere 
Snow,  ice,  and  a  high  wind  blowing 
Snow  from  the  roofs  and  throwing 
Drifts  in  the  corners  of  the  doors 
Of  this  great  sanctuary, 

Grey  goodly  Notre  Dame  ! 

Come  with  me  best  beloved  ! 

(O  good  gold  January, 
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My  soul  sings  in  the  ice  flakes 
That  powder  all  your  forehead 
And  red  your  cheeks  !)  I  am 
As  one  who  sleeps  and  then  awakes 
In  marvel  and  in  wonder. 

This  temple  to  the  Godhead 
Where  all  the  dim  dome  under 
Red  gold  and  green  each  little  light 
Beside  each  beckoning  shrine, 

Blinks  in  the  silence  like  a  star 
That  calls  my  eye  ;  to  shine, — 

Too  dim,  too  sweet,  too  fair,  too  far, 
For  any  touch  of  mine. 

Down,  down  the  dark  long  aisle, 

Past  praying  devotees, 

Women  who  dare  not  smile. 

Smiles  go  not  with  the  agonies, 

Of  hearts  and  souls  contorted 
With  doubt  and  grief 
Whose  deep  belief 
Implores  on  trusting  knees. 

Down, — softly,  down, 

And  slowly  down, 

Past  the  half  outlined  tiers  of  pews 
Where  silence  seems  to  grow 
Into  a  voiceless  murmuring 
Whose  breathless  plaint  pursues 
The  soul’s  most  secret  thing — 

Past  pews  where  people  bow  .... 
The  mystic  hush  of  the  great  church 
Was  never  deep  as  now. 
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Pause  here — a  dimly  lighted  shrine 
Where  three  sad  women  kneel 
Before  the  Virgin.  Can  one  not  believe, 

One  cannot  help  but  feel  1 
O,  sad  still  hearts  that  throb  no  more, 
Dimmed  eyes  that  have  nor  joy  nor  tear, 
Shrunk,  work-worn  bodies  that  implore 
Their  God  for  rest  and  find  it  here  ! 

Strange  impulses  that  move 

These  weary  hearts  to  prayer  on  prayer, 

The  pagan  heart  to  love. 

Ah  !  you  should  not  have  come 
Out  from  the  North  wind’s  home, 

Into  this  twinkling  twilight  tropic  atmosphere  1 
Back  where  the  frost  and  sun 
Fought  for  the  chance  to  ravish 
The  rose  skin  of  your  lips  : 

The  faint  pink  of  your  cheek. 

Reason  is  feeble  here. 

Let  us  go  hence  to  the  winter  street, 

Or  ever  the  mind  grow  meek, 

Back  to  the  daily  thoroughfare 
Where  commonplace  has  won, 

Till  love  and  faith  and  high  aspiring  things 
No  longer  care 

Who  holds  the  throne,  who  reigns  ! 

— Back  from  this  silent,  sweet,  and  dangerous 
place  that  stains 
Our  souls  with  softness, 

Yielding  till  it  steals 

The  frozen  compass  of  imperious  mind 
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And  casts  it  to  the  wind, 

And  in  its  stead, 

In  the  perturbed  and  pitching,  lost,  unruddered 
head 

Puts  that  which  feels  ! 

On  to  the  wooden  chapel  ! 

If  we  go, — beware  ! 

For  it  is  wrapped  in  darkness  unalight 
With  any  ray  save  that  which  from  the  edge 
Of  the  snowed  windows  set  on  high 
Dies  in  the  dome.  Here  one  may  plight 
Troth  :  or  give  an  everlasting  pledge  : 

Caught  in  emotion,  tread  the  sky, 

Be  the  sun’s  thrall,  a  spirit  above  cloud 
Or  air  or  element  of  earthly  atmosphere 
Crying  aloud, 

With  the  still  cry  that  is  not  for  the  ear, 

But  for  the  heart  that  beats  and  falters  near  ! 

Well  be  it  so, — I,  enervate 
By  this  great  atmosphere 
Of  quelled  emotion,  sanctity  and  prayer 
Surrender.  Come  !  We  enter. 

In  my  arm, 

O  slight  and  lovely  ! 

O  desirable  ! 

Look  to  the  dimness,  with  your  eyes  encharm 
The  craven  walls  to  smile  ! 

I  kiss  you  while 

You  pause.  Again  ! — again  ! 
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Be  mine,  for  always,  if  you  will, 

But  know, 

Love  comes  to  this  at  last  : 

When  the  long  aisle  of  shrines  is  trodden 
Through  the  dark  air  forever  incense-sodden, 
Heavy  with  prayer  whose  very  silences 
Seem  to  the  hopeless  answering  always  “Yes  !” 
To  what  is  human  in  each  human  crumb  : 
Soothing  the  sullen,  comforting  the  dumb, — 
Till  the  gold  lamps  have  dwindled  to  the  past. 
And  that  faint  radiance  that  has  dyed  the  soul 
In  this  great  well  where  all  emotions  meet, 

Dare  it  emerge  ?  The  world  must  take  its  toll  : 
The  penances  are  paid  beyond  the  gate 
Where  drab  battalions  of  convention  wait 
Arresting  joy  and  strangling  what  was  sweet 
In  the  long  east  wind  of  the  frozen  street  ! 
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Joy 


OLET  dull  people  have  the  dregs 
Of  hate  and  wrath  and  bile 
And  for  diversion  stretch  their  legs 
On  sorrow’s  rubbish  pile. 

Let  them  put  laughter  on  the  rack 
And  banish  joy  away, 

While  ravens  make  a  beaten  track 
Across  the  face  of  day. 


For  us, — we  love  the  joyous  sun, 

The  happy  sky  adore  ; 

The  wildwood  things  that  hide  and  run, 
The  birds  that  trill  and  soar  : 

The  maidens  dimpling  into  love, 

The  lips  that  laugh  and  kiss  : 

The  saucy  faces  that  will  shove 
Round  chins  at  us  for  this. 


Who’s  right  ?  I  see  the  little  child 
With  clear  and  wholesome  eye  : 

He  is  as  happy  and  as  wild 
As  birds  that  cruise  the  sky. 

Let  us  have  children’s  hearts,  my  friends 
And  pack  our  woes  to  Spain  : 

So  that  the  day  begins  and  ends 
In  laughter  once  again  ! 
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In  a  Theatre — London 

A  WINDOW  box,  or  an  Opera  box 

My  flower,— you  must  have  a  public  place, 

So  your  back  may  gleam  from  agownthatshocks 
Mere  prudes,— at  first, — till  they  see  your  face, 
Joyous  and  buoyant  and  glad.  You  own 
The  world  of  beauty  :  you  sway  or  sit 
Or  your  soft  eyes  rove  like  a  brown  flame  blown 
Over  the  heads  of  the  stalls  and  pit. 

You  laugh  and  chat  :  yet  your  great  eyes  dance 
Over  the  ranks  of  the  stolid  rows 
A  swift  and  eager  and  anxious  glance 
For  someone  missing, — so  I  suppose. 

And  my  well-worn  heart  is  constrained,  I  find, 

As  you  skim  the  humans  from  far  to  near, 

To  follow  the  thought  that  threads  your  mind 
And  hope  that  this  other  is  somewhere  near. 

An  onlooker  I,  in  a  cheap  back  seat, 

— Am  I  mistaken  ?  a  trick  or  a  game 
To  catch  applause  in  the  eyes  you  meet 
Of  the  commonplace  ?  O  the  sense  of  shame 
Of  exultant  beauty  is  slight  !  Quite  true. 

It  loves  the  triumph,  the  thrill, — to  sit 
In  sensuous  arrogance  glad. —  But  you 
Have  long  since  conquered  the  whole  of  it. 
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Let  me  be  generous  !  One  belief 
Retain  :  have  still  one  sprig  of  romance, 

Left  from  a  garden  that  came  to  grief 
Through  weather  and  weed  and  circumstance. 
I  am  your  man  :  I  will  stand  for  him 
Till  your  eyes  meet  his  in  a  little  while 
And  your  brows  relax  and  your  pupils  swim, 
And  the  strain  and  the  search  pass  in  a  smile. 

So  let  it  be.  As  I  look  around 
I  wonder.  The  faces  of  rows  of  men, 
Nondescripts,  strays  in  the  lost  or  found 
Column  of  life,  do  they  answer  when 
Your  eyes  light  theirs,  with  that  eager  fire, 

— Do  they  feel  as  I  do  ?  .  .  .  On  the  whole 

Beauty  at  large,  life,  love,  desire 

May  quicken  what  thought  in  what  poor  soul 
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A  Songbird  in  the  Rain 


THROUGH  hours  and  hours 
Of  drifting  showers 

Drooped  songbirds  to  the  elm  trees  cling 
What  is  the  worth 
Of  rain  to  earth, 

Unless  the  living  sing  ? 


The  tiresome  showers 
Torment  the  flowers 
Agasping  in  the  knotted  bud  : 

In  splash  and  spray 
The  air  runs  grey 

And  song  sulks  in  the  blood. 

Let  midday  burst 
In  flame  and  thirst  ! 

The  leaf  shall  make  the  songster  shade  : 
From  moist  throat  full, 

Wild,  wonderful, 

Throbs  out  his  serenade  1 


O  joy  1  the  sky  1 
High,  blue,  and  dry, 

Wherein  white  suns  in  gladness  burn  : 
Light,  colour,  fire  : 

And  love’s  desire 

And  song  and  life  return  ! 
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Autumn  Rhapsody 

A  Woman  Speaking 


AH!  my  brave  tree  !  in  a  cascade  of  claret 

Pouring  your  leaves  in  a  cup  on  the  slope, 
Wrought  for  a  day  from  the  gold  beyond  carat 
Mined  from  the  maple.  I  drink  you  !  I  hope 
He  will  feel  too 
How  the  blood  and  the  blue 
Splashed  with  vermilion  and  amber  of  autumn 
Make  my  world  vivid  with  colour  and  light. 

He  should  see  with  me.  Have  I  not  taught  him 
To  sing  of  the  dawn  from  the  pit  of  the  night  ! 
Loved  him,  and  caught  him, 

Coaxed  him  and  got  him 
To  open  his  heart  that  his  dark  eyes  might  see 
In  the  face  of  all  beauty  the  image  of  me  ! 

Welcome,  mad  love  !  You  red  outlaw  begetting 
Beauty  in  me.  How  the  fierce  colours  sear 
Into  my  soul  !  Eyes  and  nostrils  are  letting 

Nothing  be  lost.  .  .  .  Ah  !  if  he  were  but  here  ! 
How  every  tint 
Cries  out  a  hint 

Of  a  theme  for  wild  music.  I  wonder, — I  wonder 
Can  I  not  make  this  gay  orchestra  play  ? 

Blues  that  are  treble,  and  reds  bass  as  thunder, 
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Glad  greens  and  golds,  like  the  woodwind,  away 
Carry  the  melody  over  and  under, 

— Sing  from  the  moss  to  the  sun,  far  asunder, 
All  the  broad  world  dyed  in  honey  and  wine  ! 
There  is  no  score  for  this  music  of  mine  ! 

Hold  !  from  heaven’s  skylight 
Peers  down  the  twilight. 

O  for  the  waters  that  darken,  and  fading 
Flash  a  mirage  of  an  ocean  of  stars, 

And  the  flushed  moon,  like  a  pirate  parading 
Struts  on  his  quarter-deck.  Lean  as  the  spars 
Of  a  calmed  frigate,  my  trees  and  their  branches 
Ride  black  and  bare  on  the  line  of  the  sky. 
How  of  the  sunlight  and  red  avalanches 
Of  the  lost  day  ?  And  his  kiss,  will  it  die, 

Once  the  lost  touch  of  his  mouth  is  forbidden 
By  the  grey  miles  of  my  absence  ?  My  friend, 
Will  the  flame  vanish  in  silhouettes  hidden 
In  the  thick  darkness  of  night  in  the  end  ? 
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Sweetheart  Rose 


YES.  You  may  give  this  coat  away. 

It  has  served  its  time  :  it  is  worn  and  shabby, 
With  seams  that  shine,  and  lapels  grown  flabby, 
— The  moths  can  have  it. — A  moment.  Stay  ! 

Camphor  ?  Ah!  yes.  But  the  years  have  spared 
A  subtler  fragrance.  In  many  places 
Her  cheek  or  her  arms  in  our  last  embraces 
Left  a  whiff  of  her  Russian  perfume,  pared 

To  a  mere  suggestion  now. — A  whim 
Caught  her  away  :  and  a  callous  ocean 
Laughed  at  our  last  good-bye.  Emotion, 

Where  did  you  go  when  she  fluttered  to  him  ? 

Distance  and  time  !  Till  your  silks  and  your  rags 
Are  one.  Though  some  fragrance  may  hold  as  does  this 
Caught  in  the  warp  of  the  tweed,  like  a  kiss 
Lost  in  the  ruck  of  a  life’s  dunnage  bags  ! 

Here  in  the  pocket  !  (One  never  knows 
What  they  contain  !)  Here  in  the  pocket, 

— No, — not  a  love-letter,  souvenir,  locket, 

Only  a  mummified  sweetheart  Rose  ! 
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I  remember  it  now.  Ah!  how  one  forgets 
All  the  high  moments  of  love.  For  the  living 
Present  is  all.  I  remember  now  giving 
A  bunch  of  these  sweethearts  and  violets  ! 

And  one  little  bud, — let  me  see, — yes,  it  fell 
Into  her  lap,  and  she  held  it  and  kissed  it. 

It  was  so  tiny,  a  man  might  have  missed  it 
Turning  his  pockets  out  !  One  cannot  tell 

What  will  survive  of  the  trifles  that  fall 
Into  old  yesterday’s  garments  to  harden, 
Humbling  in  camphor  the  pride  of  the  garden, 
Until  the  truants  of  memory  call. 
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Phantom  of  May 

YET — yet,  before  I  die 

I  would  be  with  thee  once  again 
Beloved  purveyor  of  an  age  of  pain  ! 

If  I  could  see  into  the  depths  of  that  retreating  sky 
Limpid  as  innocence  above  the  plain 
With  its  burst  blossoms  of  young  clouds  on  high 
Seeming  so  still, 

Yet  slipping  slowly  by 

The  ambitious  elm  top  on  the  neighbour  hill 
To  ours,  swept  with  the  early  green 
Of  the  first  grass  rejoicing  in  the  sheen 
Of  quiet  waters  dying  at  our  feet  : 

And  the  young  trees  that  reach  to  shelter  thee 
And  the  high  ground  where  happy  cattle  meet 
Under  the  hawthorn  tree  ! 

Thou,  pensive,  gazing  with  deep  eyes 
Over  the  stretch  of  broken  land, 

Where  the  plough  had  bitten  his  long  red  scar, 

Where  all  the  promises  of  all  green  summers  are, 

And  honest  horses  laboured  and  drew  deep, 

In  front  of  the  laughing  furrow,  and 
Thine  eyes,  love-filled  ,  found  fresh  acclaim 
For  the  spring  shaded  trees  that  came 
To  life  to  greet  us,  where  they  stood, 

Set  like  a  quaintly  architectural  wood, 

Clusters  of  gothic  with  soft  choirs  of  green 
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Rose  and  vermilion,  chaunting  forever, 

Melodies  soundless  and  deep  psalms  serene 
Clean  as  the  croon  of  the  river, 

With  themes  as  cool  as  a  virgin’s  sleep, 

While  the  wind’s  hands,  like  a  master’s  sweep 
Pink  strings  with  voice  as  innocent 
As  a  baby’s  laugh,  and  in  between 
Red  chords  like  life  undrawn,  unspent  .  .  . 

And  far  away 

Low  whisperings  that  are  only  grey. 

Till,  from  the  shadowing  hill  beyond 
The  little  gully,  slid  the  sun 
And  from  a  lucent  turquoise  pond 
Ringed  with  sky  islands,  one  by  one, 

In  radiance  burst  the  evening  star  ! 

I  would  be  with  thee. — Even  so. 

On  this  high  place,  where  in  an  hour 
We  watched  the  sky  condense  and  grow, 

A  miracle  of  girdled  light. 

Ah  !  how  the  mad  frogs  trilled  and  choired 
For  music  !  Could  we  but  retain 
That  night,  that  eminence  of  faith, 

Win  once  that  altitude  again, 

Then  might  we  die,  and  live,  for  death 
To  the  live  dust  that  clamoured  and  desired, 

Could  not  destroy  the  touch,  the  passion,  and  the  power 
Of  that  great  moment  of  unbridled  night  ! 

Nay,  it  may  never  be, 

Conqueror  of  the  hearts  of  men  ! 

Thou  who  has  felt  the  loud  allure 
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Of  a  base  world’s  unclean  divertissements. 

It  should  have  fallen  to  thee 
To  keep  this  for  me  till  the  day  when  once  again 
We  could  look  dreaming  in  the  deep  azure 
Through  honest  light,  past  cloudy  continents 
For  some  last  place  where  love  might  be  secure  : 
Holding  thy  hand,  thou  seeing  with  our  eyes, 

The  beauty  of  the  gracious  earth  that  spreads 
Its  new  voluptuous  opulence  of  tone, 

Around,  till  it,  and  we,  and  heaven  above  our  heads 
Fused  in  the  miracle  that  made  us  one  ! 

Nay  it  may  never  be  ! 

The  passion  of  the  sunset  and  the  star 

The  mystic  awe  that  horns  the  crescent  moon, 

No  more  for  thee  :  for  me  : 

For  us,  who  laid  aside  our  love  too  soon, 

To  chase  the  glitter  of  false  things  that  are 
Desired  of  men  and  women  :  we  who  move 
Down  a  slim  alley  of  temptation  strewn 
With  paste  and  tinsel,  lest  the  eye  should  rove 
To  the  packed  gardens  of  a  bridal  June, 

Lest  we  should  find  and  know  and  cleave  to  love  ! 
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Maternal  Love 


YOU  ask  me  for  my  hand  ?  You  hold 
My  fingers  lying  stiff  and  chill 
In  yours.  Ah  !  if  my  hand  is  cold 
My  heart  is  colder  still  ! 

You  think  that  you  would  like  to  have 

My  heart.  My  friend  the  thing  you  mean 
Is  buried  in  a  baby’s  grave 
Beneath  an  evergreen  ! 
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A  Meeting  After  Years 


I  LOOK  into  your  face  to  see 

The  anxious  radiance  that  of  old 
Was  there  :  the  dimples  dear  to  me 
The  mouth,  the  teeth,  the  eyes  !  I  hold 
You  panting  to  me  once  again, 

And  on  my  breast  I  feel  your  breast 
Unsuckled.  Here,  dear  heart,  remain 
And  rest. 

The  weary  years,  the  savage  years 
Why  have  they  left  your  citadel 
Of  loveliness  unsacked  ?  The  tears 
That  in  the  grey  sad  mornings  fell 
When  childless  by  his  side  you  pined 
And  watched  the  faint  belated  stars, 
These  helpless  tears  have  left  behind 
No  scars. 

Sweetheart  !  there  is  nor  pain  nor  past 
For  us  :  the  ancient  pang  that  rent 
Your  heart  left  nothing  when  at  last 
The  lazy  hand  of  fate  had  sent 
Him  back  to  earth  :  the  free  control 
Of  life  regained  so  every  act 
Might  mirror  the  maternal  soul 
Intact. 
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Complaint 

AH  !  tell  me,  skies  of  slate  and  steel, 
When  shall  we  see  the  sun  again  ? 

When  will  he  smile  and  let  us  feel 
Our  marrow  thawing  ?  Will  your  rain 
In  cold  resentment  ever  chill 
Us  creatures  longing  for  a  spring 
With  flowers  that  breathe  and  leaves  that  fill 
The  wide  earth  with  their  whispering  ? 

We  perish  with  you  day  by  day, 

So  sneering  from  the  firmament. 

Ugh  !  Indigo  and  deadly  grey  ! 

Where  surely,  surely  it  was  meant 
Only  the  lights  of  springtide  nights 
Should  twinkle  on  the  sober  blue, 

Until  the  dayspring  put  to  rights 
His  azure  morning  room  anew. 

Ah  !  hidden  sun  !  so  gold  and  glad 
That  stores  the  earth  with  winds  and  flowers 
And  all  things  lovely  !  If  you  had 
A  good  excuse, — some  little  showers, 

A  silver  laughing  sprinkle,  say, 

To  wet  the  buds  and  dye  the  grass 
A  greener  green,  for  half  a  day 
Of  April,  one  could  let  it  pass. 
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But  no  !  Embittered  spirits  move 
Across  this  morn  of  holiday 
To  sour  the  souls  of  life  and  love 
Who  fear  you.  Flee,  O  flee  away 
To  some  dark  planet  dead  and  old 
Which  light  avoids,  where  night  endures 
And  let  us  have  our  blue  and  gold 
For  these  dead  pessimists  of  yours  ! 
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Lovers  Parting 


SO  standing  thus,  they  neither  spoke 
Nor  breathed  :  what  did  he  care  ? 
He  saw  her  hand  Unclasp  her  cloak 
And  lay  her  bosom  bare. 

Perhaps  a  second  in  that  white 

Warm  woman’s  breast  he  hid  his  face, 
And  then  he  stood  alone  in  night 
And  felt  the  walls  of  space. 

Far  far  away  he  heard  the  lock 
Click  with  the  closing  of  a  door  : 

And  some  remote  cathedral  clock 
It  seemed  was  striking  four. 
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An  Old  Theme 


SWEET  mouth  !  how  through  the  darkness 
Come  thoughts  that  speak  of  you  ! 

Like  clouds  of  stars  and  miles  of  flowers 
In  daysprings  dripping  dew  ! 

— From  now  and  ever  after 

The  trillium  will  tread 

With  faint  white  footsteps  on  our  hills 

When  you  and  I  are  dead  ! 

Sweet  mouth  !  along  the  deep  dark  hours 
Of  day  come  visions  too. 

— The  sweep  of  wild  white  gasps  of  snow, 
Through  air  that  feeds  the  blue. 

The  pine  and  spruce  add  ring  to  ring, 

The  oak  takes  space  to  spread  : 

— Our  grove  will  be  a  forest  love 
When  you  and  I  are  dead  ! 

Sweetheart  !  The  army  of  the  hours 
Gives  Time  the  victory, 

Who  scourges  marching  seconds  on 
To  storm  eternity. 

A  blackened  void  of  cindered  stars 
Will  one  day  stand  instead 
Of  this  white  belt  of  laughing  light 
When  you  and  I  are  dead  ! 
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The  Last  Stand 


FLOWER  BEDS  IN  A  PARK  .  OCTOBER 

PURPLE  and  pink  petunias, 

And  cloud-white  splashed  with  claret, 
Hang  over  crouching  verbena 
Sky  blue  and  lilac  subdued. 

While  marigolds  merging  from  saffron  to  beryl 
Or  glowing  red  golden  brown, 

Range  themselves  under  the  phlox 
Raging  in  strong  cerise, 

Veined  with  a  thread  of  madder: 

And  high  over  head  the  canna 
With  his  standard  of  buff  and  blood 
Waves  his  dark  arms  defying 
Winter,  the  garden’s  despoiler. 

And  life,  that  is  ebbing  from  us  ; 

Will  it  cling  to  the  lessening  flame  ; 

Will  it  be  bold  as  a  virile  weed 
Bursting  at  last  in  a  passionate  protest 
Of  vital  militant  colour, 

Up  to  the  end  resenting, 

The  triumph  of  age  and  decay 
And  the  eagerness  of  death. 
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Love  and  Darkness 

“And,  after  all  who  knows  whether  His  greater 

To  conquer  worlds  or  be  a  moment  loved?” — Rostand — “L’Aiglon” 

THOU  art  my  friend,  my  comrade, 

O  night  !  who  bendest  low 
Above  this  stark  creation 
Thy  calm  maternal  brow  ; 

To  still  the  noisy  markets, 

To  lay  the  grime  of  wars, 

And  crown  the  dreams  of  children 
With  diadems  of  stars. 

When  travail  falls  in  slumber 
At  last,  with  thee  I  take 
The  joy  that  keeps  the  living 
In  sense  and  soul  awake  ; 

The  joy  of  mystic  beauty 

That  hovers,  holds  and  flies, — 

As  constant  and  as  transient 
As  love  in  woman’s  eyes. 

Let  others  think  of  evils 
That  fear  to  be  asleep  ; 

Or  human  beasts  of  burden 

And  numb  dumb  brutes  who  keep 
The  crowded  galley  moving, 

The  slaves  of  trade  who  spend 
The  coin  of  life  in  squalor 
And  perish  in  the  end. 
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But  thou,  my  friend,  my  comrade, 
0  night  !  we  know  whereof 
Day’s  death  mask  casts  a  shadow 
For  life  alight  with  love. 

Let  zealots  think  of  morals 

And  merchants  dream  of  gold, 
Whilst  thou  and  I  together 
Find  beauty  as  of  old. 

0  comrade  cast  thy  presence 
Where  only  by  the  touch 
The  blind  swift  hands  of  lovers 
Meet  on  the  darkened  couch. 
While  preachers  think  of  curses 
And  seers  and  statesmen  snore, 
Make  sweet  the  lips  of  woman 
To  call  to  life  once  more  ! 

Thou  art  my  friend,  my  comrade 
O  night  !  who  bendest  low 
To  strike  the  eyes  of  dullness 
With  blindness.  Let  us  go 
Into  thy  purpled  chambers 
And  lose  and  leave  behind 
The  moribund  procession 
Of  blind  who  lead  the  blind. 
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Love  and  Death 


THERE  is  no  death,  beloved 
For  them  who  kept  the  faith, 

The  given  kiss  and  plighted  word 
There  is,  there  is  no  death.” 

So  spake  you,  O  beloved 
I  hung  upon  your  breath. 

For  she  who  sees  love  die  must  hope 
There  is,  there  is,  no  death 


And  then  I  heard  an  unctuous  voice 
Above  the  morning  hymn 
That  stirs  the  stars  that  they  rejoice 
To  hear  the  Cherubim  ! 


“O  it  is  false,  beloved, 

False  is  whoever  saith, 

That  love  her  soul  shall  perish  not 
In  death, in  death, in  death. 

For  I  have  passed,  beloved, 

Into  the  deeps  beneath 

And  found  no  living  lip  of  love, 

But  death,  and  death  and  death  !” 


And  then  a  woman’s  voice  rang  clear 
Athwart  the  starry  throng , 
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A  mockery  to  my  very  ear  : 
Like  laughter  and  like  song. 


“And  I  have  lost,  beloved, 

Even  the  last  of  faith, 

That  they  who  knew  the  truth  of  love 
For  them  there  was  no  death. 

There  is  no  truth,  beloved  ! 

What  matters  truth  or  lie  ? 

The  breath  of  life  gone  forth  leaves  love 
To  die  and  die  and  die  ! 


And  then  came  one  in  mitred  state 
Who  bore  a  massy  key  : 

He  opened  strait  a  golden  gate  : 

— I  saw  the  great  grey  sea. 
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Resurrection 


YOU  are  a  woman,  therefore  you, 
Have  had  your  lonely  tears, 
Black  waters  flowing  noiseless  to 
The  gulf  of  hopeless  years, 

After  the  radiance  was  lost 

In  which  you  lived  and  dreamed, 
When  something  felt  a  breath  of  frost, 
And  something  died,  it  seemed. 

I  am  a  man  and  yet  I  know 
The  tension  of  the  grief 
That  walks  in  silences  so  slow 
It  lengthens  past  belief 
The  dovetailed  days  of  iron  strain 
Long  drawn  from  hour  to  hour, 

Till  something  came  to  life  again, 

And  something  was  a  flower! 
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